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¢ uled Miasma. It needed Paint, | Chances,” sald the Biologist. “How long
S Walke, Tocth Brushes, and Bibles, | have you Hved here?
General Debllity and good, keen | “Twenty-seven Years,” was the reply.
sceo, it had a Dalsy Suffi-| The Boston Man looked across the
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: and buy H. Rider Haggard's | hand was a Pool of Green Water within
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Nubbin Ridge While the Residents
were Btanding around on the warm side
of 1@ General Store, c0 as t ze hut of
the D Chill, they would rry for
Folks that had to put up with Brooklyn
nd Old Point Comfort

Now, It happened that a Boston Biclo-
had been in those Parts collecting
Fauna Natives called

Varmints and Barpentile Insects
day the Bilologist sat on a long-
ed Truck at the Station Platform
walted for the Train that was o
v him to some Place where he could
gel Beans properly cooked. He had his
¢l between his Legs and was reading
Numbers on the Freight Cars in or-

to entertain himselt

Presently a Native appeared and walk-
ack and forth in front of the Boston
ar he Native had a 8affron Complex-
and wore high-heeled Boots Every

he stepped there was a mufled Cas-

sedd by the Quinine Pel-
e in Miasma tcok Quinine,
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time
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#on and somewhat exposed to View a
&-Caliber Canr a Bowie Krife large
¢ h for sy the Garden, and sev-
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got the purest Climate
no t People In God's Green
| irked the Native, pausing
of the Blologist. “Don't say Dif-
r I may have to Gallop right
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18 v sweet to me," said the
Mar am just getting my Golf
e below 120. So 1 will not Contradict
O I would lke 10 ask.™
Con t,” said the Native.
I w ask, Who held you
et pped all those Chatelaine
3 0N Ve
wear these Weepins in order to pro-
Honor,” replied Mr. Janders, for
Hor hard 1ished if

1 Extensive Kit
' obrerved the

got a Reputation that
nd down the Road,” said Mr
never been Curried below
Woolly
Nostrils and holes
r more. I'm Pizen Tvy can't
1. I hate to talk about myself,
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hurried aboard, re-
tion as he leaned out
low of the Car
a Brave Man?"

the Boston Riologist

4y you are he

heerd me,”

i nis

replied the Native,
Teeth with the Bowle,
ssked the B
Brave Man is one who 1s not afesrd
Diie snswered Mr, Janders.
Berefore | take It that you are mot

logist
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ir Definition of a Brave |

‘p!n-fulhkrf-d with Saplings. A brackish
Odor of Moonshine Whisky tingled iu the

warm Alr, and over the whole defected
| Landscape lay a soft Pall of the resl red
;stmon-Pure Malarta—the kind that car
| be put Up in Tins and sent frem Place to
| Place.

“You have lived hers twenty-sevon
Years and you are not afaid to Die,” ssid
the Boston man, reflectively. I don't

ty-seven Years 1 would not be afraid to
Die, either. In fact, I think I'd be Jown-
right Anxious to Die.”

But the crafty Elologist did not release
this Body Blow until he was good aad
sure that the Train had started to move

The infurlated Native had to take kis
chances with a moving Target, so ingtead
| of plunking the Man from Boston, he
made a Wing Shot on a State Senator who
was riding on a pass

Still, it was taking an Awful Chancs,

Moral: Home {s where the heart is.
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STORY OF THE HOMESICK SOLDIER
AND THE SUSPICIOUS NATIVE,

A lanky United States Volunteer Hiker
came upon a little Googie hid In a Cocoa-
Nut Grove and Nailed him. He took the

splayfeoted Tagalo by the Seruff of the
j Neck and fanned the air with his Pompa-
!dm:r.

“Why can't you Behave?”’
| Fellow in Khaki.

agked the Big
“Don't you think I've

been playing Hide and Seek with yon
sawed-off Brownies about long enough?
Do you think I can afford to ran Foot
Races In the Troples for Sixteen Sixty-
Six per? As we sit here in the shade of
the Bim-Bam Tree, you look me in the
Face and tell me you are an Amigo from
away back. You have on your snow white
Knickies and your spotless Shirt of Cheese
Cioth, and what with the bluff smile of
Brotherly Love, you have the Dove of
Peace put to shame, At the same time I
am laying Ten Dobe Dollars to a Dollar in
Money that as soon as I release you you
will vamoose to your little old shack and
dig up a palr of Red Pants, a smokelesa
Mauser and a hair edge Belo. Then to-
morrow Morning, if one of the Boys hap-
pens to wander beyond the Outpost to
pick Wild Flowers or Chickens, yoy and
about forty others will be waiting in the
Jungle to Slice him. As a stand up Fignt-
er you are about as Game as a Clay Pig-
eon, but as a Lightning Change Artist and
all rcund Pest you are the Money. Why
don’t you Let Up? Go and turn in your
Shooting Iron for Thirty Dollars Mex and
then go out next Saturday Night and
Blow the Money lke a Civilized White
Man? If you'd do that, then Us Fellows
could go back to the Snowdrifts and the
Buckwheat Cakes.”

“l am afraild to tackle your Pro-
gramme,” replied the Insurrecto, “I hear
that &s =o0n as you get me Rxgln you are
going to Americanize me. You have
Something ribbed up for us that you call
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llh»nwnh-ut Assimilation. Perbans I will
| have to read all of the Ten Cent Maga-
zines and be jerked by the Trolley cars,
and have to march In a Campaign Club
|and put Crayon Portraits in the Front
| Room and save Soap Wrappers =0 as to
| get Useful Prizes and buy Tickets for
'.\n ateur Shows and trim the Shade
| Trees and put In a Telephone and run a
Lawn Mower and save up for a Horse and
| Buggy and Maintain a Cup at the Barber
| Shop and get tied up with the Special As.
sessment Game and be sent to the Store
to match Dress Goods and Quarre! with
! my Neighbors about Christian Science

and sign Petitions and hide Property from |

the Assessor and serve on Juries and wear
heavy Black Clothes on Sunday and have
| to learn the Names and Records of all the
Pugilists and (Mean House every Spring.”
“But you see only the Dark Side of the
Pleture,” sald the Hiker. *“You seem to
forget that you will have Dollar Excur-
sions, Street Falrs, Shooting the Chutes,
Iyceum Entertainments by Male Quar-
tets, and Readers, to say nothing of the
| Jack-Straw Parties, Have you no Social
| Aspirations?”

“None to speak of,” replied the Native.
| “T am half Savage and half Child. I have
| never even eat for & Tin-Type in & Tent.”

1 suppose you never saw a Watch
| Chain made out of real hajr?’ asked the
| Volunteer.

“1 never did,” replied the Google.
| "1 can see that you are Unfiy for Self-
| Government,” sald the Volunteer., “We

will have to stay over hers a few Years
| longer and take care of you.”

Moral—It Is expecting too much of a
Simple-Minded People,

Trying 1o terily Garlie.
From the New York Sus.
| The large, soft eyes of the Itallan peas-
ant woman is sald to be a result of their
fonduess for garllc and onlons and “heir

habit of appeasing that appetite without
thought of the consegquences. Parsley is
sald 1o have some effect in this sama &i-
Tection, aithough as a means of improving
the beauty of the eyes It is not nearly =0
effective as the stro onion and garlis.
But its greater suitDility for mixed so-
clety may compensate for any inferiority.
The Itallan women are said by thi« au-
thorﬂ)’ to acquire another beauty through
une of their pcpular articles of dlet. Len-
tlls are sald to give them the abundaut
gloasy black halr which is one of the'r
noted features. They eat lentils nore
thar any other vegetable and at*ribuls
their giossy, tnick bair to thelr effect.
Women with beautiful hair and eyes are
always to be admired. But it is doubtful
If men would demand them as the result
of & diet of garlic or onlons.

THE ELEVATOR BOY.

Some Personal Experiences as Related by
Himsell,

When Mr. Mosewell came to our sky-
Scraper as a tepant, I thought that e
was one of the most fatherly men I ever
met In my adventurous elevator life. His
desk had hardly been put inte room No.
27 when he zent for me and said:

“Sammis, my boy, the owner of ibis
bullding I do not care to know, and I
shall pass the agent by with a cold nod.
The janitor and the engineer will be
naught to me, but I wish for the good
will and friendship of the elevator boy.
I hear that you are fatherleas. Let me
be a father to you. I hear that you are
irying to pay off a gigantic mortgage on
your widowed mother's little cottage.
Take these § as freely as they are of-
fered. Let us be father and son—com-
rades—friends,"”

That's the way he talked, and he won
my voung and innocent heart at once, 1
started right out to make life worth liv-
ing for him. He was agent for a smoke
consumer, and T told everybody who got
Into the elevator that it beat anything
ever Invented and ought to be in every
respectable family, When a girl came
looking for a situation as typewriter, 1
told her how benign and fatheriy Mr.
Mosswell was, and that if he employed
her she ought to be zlad to work for &
per week and pay for his ginger ale be-
sides. kostole lemons and mint from Mr.
Rasher, the agent, and carried them up
to room 27 on hot days, and when coi-
lectors came around with bills I lied to
them and said Mr. Mosswell was out in
California to develop a $3.000,000 gold mine.
No elevator boy cn the face of this
carth ever set out to do more for a ben'gn
tenant. For four weeks the harmony ex-
isting Defween us was the next thing to
iove. We got to be known around the
building as Damon & Co.

When about a month had passed and
our bond of friendship seemed to be grow-
ing stronger every moment, Mr, Mosswell
called me up one day and said:

“Sammis, have you observed the pale
*d, careworn woman in No. 225?"

“You mean the red cheeked, jolly-looke
ing stenographer?’ 1 said.

“Do not argue with your adopted father,
Sammis. To me, at least, she looks pale
and careworn and something tells me that
she is not long for this world. Her saiary
must be very low, as old Banks is known
as a stingy man, and should she want to
buy flowers to lay on her sister's grave
she must spend it for bacon and potatoes
instead.”

“Did her sister dle?”

“Ask no questions. She has probably
lost a sister by the grim destroyer, as
others of us have. She shall have flowers
to lay on the grave. Here is a bouquet.
When she is out at lunch to-day, I want
you to leave it on her table. There ig no
card attached. Other bouquets will follow
and eventually she will get to know the
name of the donor and sympathizer.”

I couldn’t make things out. Miss Jared,
the only woman in room 235, had cheeks
like roses and was always laughing, and
she could beat me at jumping over chairs.
I took the bouquet, however, and had just
placed it on her desk when old Banks
came out of the inner room. As soon as
he saw the flowers he grabbed me by the
\hair and yelled:

“You young villain, but what masher
has dared send my niece flowers? Give
me his name, or I'll twist your neck.”

“They are for her sister's grave,” 1
sald.

“Yeu young liar!
ter!”

“Then they are because she looks pale
and careworn.”

“That’s another le!”

Then he shook me about till I told him
who had sent the flowers. I didn't want
to, of course, but I thought Mr. Mosswell
had been mistaken, and it would do no
great harm.

“Oh, it's that old, bow-legged bhurdock,
eh?’ sneered old Barks, as he let go of
me. “All right—I'll toy with bim. Come
along and see the fun,”

He entered room 237, and he grabbed
Mr. Mosswell by the neck, and slam-bang-
ed him for ten minutes, while Miss Jared
stood In the door and clapped her hands,
When my adopted father had become a
wreck, he was flung under the desk, and
the wrecker took his departure. It took
twenty minutes of “first aid” on my part
to revive Mr. Mosswell, and the first
thing he did after getting his breath
back was to yell at me:

“You scum of the earth, but I'll burn
you at the stake for this!’

“But what have I done?”

“Given me awa¥!”

“Put what was there to glve away?
Can’t anybody send a pale-faced, anxious
woman, working on starvation wages, a
bouguet to lay on her gister’'s grave?”

“Rats!” he whooped as he made a grab
for my hair

I had to leave him. His benignness had
fled, and he was no longer my adopted
father. He might help other elevator
boys to pay off the widow's mortgages,
but he had no more plunks for me. I went
downstairs with heavy heart, and that
was out last meeting. I got the janitor to
g0 up as a mutual friend. But Mr, Moss-
well threatened to brain him with a chair,
Two davs later he moved out of the bulid-
ing. - Old Banks wanted to give him a
parting kick, and Miss Jared chuckled to
see him go. In the elevator, as I took him
down, I started to express my sympathy,
but he tried to cross his right and find the
point of my jaw as a reward. 1 am griey-
ed and sorry, but I cannot blame myself,
There are wild adventures and strange
mysteries in all lives, but in none more
than in the life of SAMMIS,

The Elevator Bay.
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She never had a sis-

1 asked.

The ( anteen Question.
From Harper's Waek'y,

To condemn the cantéeen without having
seen its practical workings is an injustice
of which no thinking man will be guilty.
In this, as In most other matters in life,
the majority of us must accept the opin-
ion of those qualified to judge. 1If we are
sick we do not go to a merchant to be
told what is the matter and to obiain
treatment. Se in this canteen question
why should we accept the perhaps sincere
but misgui<ed opinions of those who reai-
ly know nothing about it, when we ean
get the judgment of those who have every
means of knowing the truth about .he
mgiter, and who are pertectiy capable of
forming and expressing professional or
expert opinion? No army officer derives
the least benefit from the canteen, except
indirectly as it aids diseipine. And the
|'.n;uvrl!_v of our nation are to-day ready
to admit that the discipline which means
l«-m:~:.-nv)'. the welfare, and the well-being
l of the men s the first thought of all reg-
ular army officers. It iz these very offi-
cers who say that to abolish the canteen
means to encourage dreipking and the
breaking of regulations, and s a divec:
blow at the efficiency of the whole army—-
an efficlency which has been tried and
proved not wanting.

Mrs. Emmons Blaine’s School Open,

From the Chicago News

Thoroughly equipped as a school for sty-
Cents of all ages Inall branctes of Jegry-
ing taught in primary, eiementary, acade-
mie, and pedagogic schools, the Chicago
Institute has opened fts doors ged recejv-
ed several hundred puplis from all parts
of the country. Mrs. Emmons Blaine, the
founder of the school, arrived cariy and
was present at the morning opening exer-
15es
Lunp of th: ‘émut!rk‘ab: l;wentlom bea
longing to the institute the epidiasco
urnﬁ‘mue projector, secured in G ,,‘;,‘_
This instrument Is valued at over §1 060
It is the only one of its kind in this couy-
try. Prof. C. W, Carman has charge of |1
wnd will instruct the students of sclence
by the use of pictures thrown on a screen
by this powerful machine,

A night school is being planned by the
faculty.

OCTOBER 25, 1900.
M

4?Enéhr<¢:5wrib1!zjm.

BY MRS. GEORGE E FICKETT.

“My name is not Mary.”

“Syivia would not rhyme. You must al-
low something for poetic lcense.”

“Strangers call me Miss Linton."

“There is where your friends have the
advantage, Sylvia being not ounly much
pretijer, but also nearer the requirements
of poetry.”

Sylvia's gaze did not wander from Old
Baldy, looming purple in the distance.

“l admit that Oid Baldy is somewhat
larger and more majestic than I am, but
be will probably stay there till to-morrow,
ard you can look at him then. This is
your last chance to look at me for a
long time.”

“Will you enter a monastery, or do you
intend to wear a mask when you go into
soclety 7"

“Nelther, I am going to San Francis-
co.

“Lald away in the catacombs. Live peo-
ple stay in Los Angeles.”

“When did you become an agent for a
Southern road?”

“About the time that you were relegated
to a collection of geological specimens
and catalogued for San Francisco.”

Having reached this crucial point they
were silent for a moment, she still gasing
at the bare summit of Old Baldy la the
distance, he looking at her sun-crowned
head, so near, and yet so immeasurably
out of reach.

“I'd like to know what makes you so
| cToss,”

“I'm not cross. I am wretched.”

“Then 1 am =till more concerned to
know the cause.”

h "Oh. I live in such a world of misfor-
tune. Look at that!”

£he stretched her arms tragiecally to-
ward a long row of China’s sacred liljes.

“1 don’t see how anything so pretty can
be looked upon as an irretrievabie calam-
ity.”

“That is just like your shallowness.
You ne<ver look at the roots of things. If
you did you would see—gophers."”

“Oh!"

“l can stand like a stick and say that
myself.”

“Sticks do not make remarks.”

“Other wooden things do.”

Another silence, interrupted by .he ap-
proach of a tall young Mexican with a
dark, briiliant face, lit by a pair of flash-
ing black eyes, and shaded by a wide
sombrero, which ne removed with a wide
sweep as he bowed low.

“Oh,. Ramon, see my beautiful lilles;
they will all die.”

*“The gopher is sacrilegious," said Ra-
mon in his slow, soft southern way. “He
has no respect for the sacred flower, nor—
what is far more wicked—its beautiful
mistress. He deserves te be condemned.
See me catch him as we do in Mexico.
You must not move or breathe.”

The young Mexican put his handkerchief
over the hcle where the gopher had en-
tered upon his path of destruction and
lay upon the ground. After a moment of
unbroken stillness he began to whistle a
soft, soothing, seductive air that was still-
er than silence and yet it seemed o fill all
space with music. It struck the rose tree
against which Sylvia was leaning and was
reflected softer and sweeter than when it
first trembled on the air. It lost itself in
the wilderness of scarlet geranium hedge
around the garden and came back heavy
with bloom and fragrance. It floated over
to the nasturtium that crushed the trel-
lis with bewildering masses of scarlet and
gold and returned in a deeper tome, It
drifted to the bird-of-paradise tree and
flew back as if it had borrowed the ruby
and amber blossom wings that seemed
liftea in flight as they poised quiveringly
on thelr stems,

The broken hillock that had been erum-
bling up toward the lilies ceased to length-
én. The movement of the earth indleated
that the gopher was retracing its path,
In a few moments the handkerchief began
to rise and Ramon's hand closed around
the neck of the marauder. He wound the
handkerchief about the gopher and put it
into his pocket.

“Oh, Ramon!"” ecried Sylvla.
saved my lilies and my life!”

“1 am most happy to have performed
two such beneficent actions. A Dios,
senorita.”

Sylvia's gaze followed him admiringly.

“How very handsome Ramon is, and
hou\;l good, and what a brilliant intellect
he has.”

“All for catching a gopher. T would
scorn to make a gopher-trap of myself.”

“It wouldn’t do any goed if you did.
You could no more catch a gopher than
you could catch an idea.”

“Good bye. 1 may not coma back soon.”

“You have

‘

“ON, they never come back from San
Fancisco. They just turn into paleosoic

| She watched him until he passed out
through the dark Italian cedar arch above
the gateway and disappeared under the
pepper trees. Then she looked straight
| at the drooping branches of the eucalyp-
| tus just outside the garden hedge.

“I do not see why people want to plant
eucalyptus trees. They are just the gloom-
jest trees in the whole world. Folks say
they are healthful. The idea that people

are improved in health by living under a
'mo-olunuuutdlnm«htobo a
l tombstone is an iliusive epitaph reciling

the Imaginary virtues of a departed one.
| It always makes me want to ory L0 f<¢ a

eucalyptus,”

i . As Sylvia was much in the habit cf do-
ing what she wanted, she sat in the rose
i whor and cried.

| That was just before the hurricane vis-
| ted San Francisco. The ecity of the
Golden Gate does not expect hurricanes.
| She has never been taught by experience
' to look forward to such events and pre-
! pure for them. When a hurricane strikes
| 5an Fraucisco she is as much surprised
as a politician the day after election.
| Many a person was astonished quite out
' of the little circle of human oscillations
| by the hurricane that dashed against San
| Franctsco a few days after Jack had said
| geod-by to Sylvia In the little garden. 4
i Svivia was watering the lilles which
{ had been so happily rescued from destruc-
tion. What a pity it was about all those
poor people in Ban Francisco. What if
Jack!—oh, Jack was not in the storm.
Jack never was around where things hap-
pened. He was too slow ever to catch
up with a hurricane.

A newsboy threw the evening paper over
the hedge as he ran pasi. She took it up
and glanced at the headlines. :

“One of the vietims from Los Angeles!
Jack Morelard killed—"

She threw down thethpaper z&l:ol;k
upon the ground under the rose -
ex?i(x’xg hermt‘m with her hands. As she
sat weeping the soft voice of Ramon drift-
ed through the darkness that seemed to
have fallen over her.

“Why do you cry, Senorita mia? wil
you not tell me?”’

“Go away! 1 hate you!”

“That is a reason that I should cry, not

oy."”
y8ne threw out her hand passionately.
If it had not been tor him and his hate-
ful gopher she mizht net have been se
bad to Jack the last time she could ever
see him,

“What made you come arcund with
vour old gophers, making me wretched?
Go away! I don’t want you!”

He looked at her with eyes filled with
woe.

“I am sorry! I did not know that you
loved gopher. I know where there are
many gophers. Oh, muchedumbre! I will
catch them and turn them all loose In
your garden. You shall have heaps of
them higher than San Bernardino.”

“I don’t want gophers. I hate them and
you, too.” .

“You will not let me comfort you? But
1 am very sorry for you. Remember, you
have always a friend in Ramon.”

She would not look at him as he went
sadly away.

The sun dropped like a ball of fire be-
hind a distant mountain and its reflect-
ed rays struck amethystine sparkles from
Old Baldy and his brother peaks, but she
dld not see. A silver star twinkled out
of a rose-tinted cloudlet and looked
down softly and sympathetically, but it
met no gaze of grateful admiration in re-
turn,

Suddenly the handkerchief was plucked
from her face. and she looked up to meet
the eyes of Jack.

“Oh, Jack, I knew you would come
back to me even if you are dead.”

“But I'm not dead, Sylvia.”

“Qh, yes, you are. I have read that—
they do not know it at first. Sometimes it
takes several days, But you are dead. The
paper said so.”

“Then the reporter killed me. I can't
blame bim. He has to make a living, I
lived such an exempiary life when I was
in flesh that I could better afford to die
than he could. Besides, I am rather oblig-
ed to bim for killing me. Otherwise I
should not have found out that you loved
me-so much.”

“I don't love you, Jack, of course. But I
suppose I'll have to spend the rest of my
life In looking after you. You couldn't
take care of yourself, even when yoh were
a live man, and of course you can't now
that you are a ghost.”

“If I had known how delightful it Is to
be a ghost,” sald Jack, taking her m his
::glg. “I would have become one long

(Copyright, 1900, Daily Story P Cs
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OLD ZEB WHITE.
He Tells How He Went for Whisky and
Found a Bear,

“Jest befo' the revenue fellers captured
the last moonshine still around yere,”
sald the old 'possum hunter of Tennes-
see, “we had fo'teen kegs of whisky in
the shaft of an old iron mine on the side
of the mounting. That shaft was twenty
feet deep and grown about by bushes.
Arter the whisky had staid thar over two
years it was planned fur me to take it
out and sell it and divide up the money.
The old woman knew of the plant, but I
wasn't goin’ to say nuthin’ "bout my get-
tin’ the kegs out. She was reckenin’ all
along that some one else would do that.
One arternoon I driv the mule and cart
as nigh the place as 1 could, and ‘long
'bout two hours arter nightfall I says to
the old woman:

“'If yvo' don’'t consider to object, I
reckon I'll go over and see Dan Skinner
this evenin'. Dan is feelln' peékish and

“The B’ar Was Thar.”
lonesome, and likely we'll hev a game of
checkers to brighten him up.”

“‘But 1 do object,” she says. 'l was
reckonin’ to sing some hymns to-night
while yo' played the fiddle. T also want
to talk to yo' "bout Noer and his ark.’

*“I've got a sore thumb and can't fiddle,
and, as fur Noer, ne will keep till some
other time, Nothin' rushin’ "bout Noer.'

“With that she turns on me and looks
me squar n the face, and arter a minit
she says:

**Zeb White, don't yo' go to foolln’
with Noer and his ark or suthin’ powerful
bad will come out of it. Dan Skinner may
feel pegkish, or he may be dyin’, but what
we wants 10 kaow is how all them crit-
ters found thelr way into the How
did it happen that the hens didn'f egt up
the tater bugs while they was walkin' to-
gether?

* ‘Dunno.’

“"Why didn't the foxes eat all the
hens

Dunng.’
“ ‘Why didn't the b'ars eat the plgs?
Dunno.’ .

e

“s0f co'se yo' 10:;;." tum that's why 1
want yo' 1o sqgua down yere with
me and try and figger it out., | shan't
unever be sausfied to dle tll 1 fAnd out

how the elephants and hosses and cat-
tle managed to git into that ark with-
out treadin' on the sarpints and bugs.’

“I seen that her jaw was sot fur a
row," conilnued Zeb, *‘but 7 had sold that
whisky and must git it out that night, and
80 1 told her I'd go along over to Skin-
ner's and put in the next two nights with
her on Neer, She looked at me ag’'in, but
didn't say nuthin’ till I was on the doah-
step. Then she p'inted her finger at me
an (ggld. >

i right along, Zeb White, but if the
Lawd don’t dun git v¢’' into a heln‘ot
trubble over i then I don't know chest-
"U Burried off with

¢ ur Ooff without sayin’ anythin
back and half an hour later was ’brlng'-
in' up the kegs. It was dod rotted biz-
ness. I had to slide down a rope, hitch
on to a keg and then climb up and pull
the keg arter me. Qught to had a nigger
to help me, but thar wasn't one around
to trust I'd got up fo' kegs all right and
was comin' up to pull the fifth gne up
when sunthin’ happened. Jest as I was
nearin’ the top of the hole I heard g growi
and a ‘whoof’ and a big bar made g
stroke at my head with his paw. 1 was
that durn skeered that I jest let go and
drapped to the bottom of the shaft and
got a k)u that made my bones aches fur

a week.

“Whz! they calls the situashun was this:
1 was down in a hole and a b’ar was wait-
in' fur me to come up and do biznesg with
kim. Yo' kin see that the pesky varmint
had au the advantage. He could smash
my skull with one blow of his paw as
my head come within reach, I yelled and
hollered at him, thinkin' to skeer him
away, but he looked over the edge of the
nole at me and growled and sniffed and
seemed minded to fall on top of me. I:
wasn't five minits befo' [ wruhed I was
home talkin' about Noer, but wishin® was
no good. 1 kept quiet fur two or three
hours and then started to climb up. The
bar was thar. He was thar at midnight
and sunrise, and I'm tellin’ yo' that he
was thar at noon and at fo' o'clock in the
arternoon. The shaft was as dry as a
bone, and 1 was thirsty 'nuff to drink
swamp water. The way things was fixed
that b'ar could keep me down thar tii] |
perished, and when he appeared ss if he
was like to do 1t 1 felt that I hadn't used
my old woman right and wanted to asx
her to furgive me, "Bout o' o'clock, while
1 was k«&n' mighty quiet, I hears a ri-
fle shot »bove, and directly arterward a
human face s down on me, It was
the old women's. She drawed the rope
up beyond my reach and thea ealled down:

“‘Is anybody down thar visitin' Dan
Skinner, who ?ul- peekish and wants to

play checkers
““’;Itln‘ll lemme up, I'll ax yo'r pardon,’
“ ‘MeBbe that volce
e belongs to Zeb
" 'She do.’
“ A

mebbe his t
well so that he kin mc?hmb hes mot

-‘“ “Then we'll have some S4dlin’ apd
oy ettt (B e, 0 s
%, t

up she n singin’ and
bm“%ua calls do'n:ﬁ“ -
- b. what abour N
“Tm willin' to talk,” says
* *How long will yo' mlm
“‘All the rest of the fall
"Peared to

L
e S and wiiter.

tw’ spoke of it leei
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“By Order of the Board.”’

" BY M. QUAD.

For seven years old John Foadick had
been paying teiler of the First Natlonal
Bank of a Western town, Previous to his
taking the piace he had been a privata
banker and merchant and had played in
bard luck. He had secured the place

through having the friendshtp of the |

president, but there had been a ‘“ring”
against him in the btank. The place had
been promised to a relative of the cash-
ier's, and old John was looked upon &s
an intruder. Without the president behind
him, even after he had held the place
for three or four years, he would have
been fired by those iz sutherity. He was

4 man who sald but Nttle and rendeéred |

faithful service. As he grew old they tried
to make his age a point against him, and,
not succseding in that, it was hoped that
he nright get caught up on a forged check
Or some other act of carelessness. He went
his way without fighting back. If he lost
his place it meant poverty to himself and
wife in their old age, He was prompt,
carcful, and systematic, and tne plans of
kis enemies were Cefeated,

The seventh year was drawing to a
close when old John was caught up. A
stranger presented a check which he hesi-
tated to pay and about which he con-
suited the cashier. Later on the cashier
stated that he had ordered it to be held
pending examination. Old John sald that
he had been ordered to pay it at once.
The check was paid, and, being spurious,
the bank 'was $800 out of pocket. It was
a question of veracity between cashier
and teller, and it was decided within the
bank that the caskier had the better of 1t.
Just then, too, old Fosdick slipped in a
wrong figure in making up his day’'s ac-
count, and, though it made only a differ-
ence of 7 cents in the total, it seemed to
prove that old age and carelessness had

unfitted him for his position. The presi- |

dent being in Europe, the board took the
case under advisement, and “by order”
the old man was fired out into the world
to begin life anew. There were resolu-
tions, of course, and one of them was to
the effect that the bank presented him
with the sum of $100 for long and faithful
services, He put on his hat without pro-
test, and he left the bank without taking
the money. At his humble home an old
and anxious wife met him and, wifelike,
gave him sympathy and enccuragement
first of all.

“Never mind, John; never mind;” she
kept saying. “We have a few dollars
ahead, &nd you are only fifty-five years
old, and something good is sure to turn up.
You have fought too long to give up now.”

But the weeks went by, and nothing
turned up. The business world has very
little use for an old man who has no cap-
ital. John Fosdick's savings were grad-
ually used up, the generosity of his few
friends exhausted, and there came a day
when the question of food and fuel be-
came a serious one. He was not one (o
sponge or turn beggar, If the world would
not let him earn his food, at least he
would go out of it and hope that his go-
ing would open the hegrts of men toward
his widow.

After pondering for an hour he started
out with the firm intention of drowning
himself in the river. It was a blustering
November day, and as he passed the bank
with bowed head, bent shoulders and well-
worn garments, even those who had de-
prived him of his place felt a touch of
sympathy. He was making for the sub-
urbe and a highway bridge and wondering
how long it would take to drown and
what men would say of him when dead,
when he caught sight of men and horses

business part of the town with speed that
astonished himself.

In the vaults of the First National Bank
Was a sum close upon $300.000, deposited
theré temporar¥y by a railroad company
Outside the vault was a big safe con-
taining $%.000 more, It was a quiei after-
noon, with few people moving sbout, Over
1% of the men llving in town had gone
over to the new town of Pralrie Flow
At an auction of real estate. There hadn's
been a bester opportumity for years to
make a dash at the bank. It was a civ-
flized young city, but within striking di<
tance of No Man's Land and a hundred
desperate outlaws. Of a sudden old John
Fosdick, bareheaded and his gray hair
fiying, burst inte the bank. He was
speechless with his running, but he dil
| NGt try to use iils volce. He dashed open
| the gate and selzed the heavy doors of th
!:ure and closed them with a bang. Sev-
| eral employes tried to seize him, thinking
| he had gone crazy, but he shook them off
and just as firing and yelling were heard
on the stree; he slammed the doors of
the vault. He had oniy turned from it
when four border rufans dashed int

“Gentlemen, This Bank Is Closed.™

the bank, each with a pistol In hand,
while three others remained outside and
fired at every pedestrian in sight.

“Hands up and money out!” shouted
cne of the three who entered the bank,
and in an instant every official and em-
piloye wae covered,

The cashier wilted, and the others fol-
lowed suit, but old John Fosdick stood up
gamely under the deadly revolvers and
quietly said:

“Gentlemen, this bank is closed for the
day.”

“Open the safe and vaults or I'll blow
your brains cut!™

“I have a koy to nelther.”

“You liar! Take that!"

The old man sark with a bullet in his
brair, and the white-faced cashier would
have opened safe and vault with his own
hands but for the arrival of assistance
A few citizens had gathered and killed
one of the watchers and wounded an-
cther. This caused a stampede on the
yart of the deperadoes. They did net even
grab the money packages in sight, but
hastened te get away as fast as possible.
| John Fosdick had not drowned himself,
but ne lay dead. He had been discharged
on account of old age and carelessness,
but his speed and ascumen had saved the
First National Bank from being cleaned
| out. He wondered what men would say

fot him after death. They sald he was a
skulking behind an abandoned factory. | hero.

He had hoped men would have

It was singular, bound on such a mis- | pity on Hs aged widow. When he had
sion as he was, that he should have seen | peen iald away, the bank voted her a lfs

or wondered and speculated on why those
men and horses were there, but he had
scarcely passed the old factory when he

suddenly turned about and ran for th»e

| penslon, the citizens and the rallroad
| eompany made up a public purse, and
she wanted for nothing the rest of her
life.

MR. BOWSER’S TRIBULATIONS.

He Leveled All Distinctions and a Trawmp
Leveled Him.

Mr., Bowser had come home not exactly
mad, but he was in that state of mind
known as “techy.” He found Mrs. Bowser
$0 pleasant, the dinner soc good, and the
house looking so well that he couldn’t
find fau't with anything until he sat down
to his evening paper. He hadn’t been read-
ing over five minutes when he burst out
with: :

“By George, but 1 have always said it
would come to this, and here it is!”

“Has another King been assassinated?’
asked Mrs. Bowser without much interest,

“No, there hasn’t, but there has been
an attempt to assassinate the Constitution
of the United States—to murder equality,
to stab our democratic republic in the
back. A Chicago millionaire who took a
street car for a short ride found himself
alongside one of his employes. What do
you suppose he did?"

“Bowed to him and offered to pay his
fare, probably.” .

‘“He did, eh? That's all you know about
it. It so happens that he called the con-
ductor and had the employe bounced off.

“My Friend, You Are n Man ¥

He sald he didn’t propose to ride along
with the riff-raff. By hen, but I'd like
to have been there! Because the man had
accumuiated a few thousand dellars he
looked upon common humanity as so
much dirt. He wouldn't even ride in a
street car with a man who had to earn his
daily bread by the sweat of his brow.”

“It was silly for him to make such an
exhibition®of himself,” sald Mrs, Bowser.
“but there is no call for you to get a
stroke of apoplexy over it.”

“Bu’ don't you see the attempt to
creat: an aristocracy In this country—
don’. you see i7" be shouted as he
waved the paper on high and brought the
cat out.from under the lounge to sce
what the row was about.

“Well, what of it? Why should you
care?’ )

“1 care becatse all men were born free
and equal; because one man Is as good as
another; because money don't make the
man. That's what ails the poor man to-
day. We are trying to class him with the
animals of the field, Tt's this sheddy aris-
tocracy drawing Iis skirts away from the
laboring man that makes sociglists and
anarchists. Because we happen to have
a few thousand dollars In the bank are
we better than our washerwoman or the
man who takes out the ashes?”

“1 haven't heard of your inviting them
to dinner or sitting down 1o tell stories.”

“Then, by thunder, but you will, and
this very night, too!” he roared as he
kicked over a chalr and went stamping
around. “The people of this country want

saw him halting by the gate. He didn't
have to walit there long. A tramp who
had been loafing on the corner below and
striking a score of persons in vain for bed
money soon came shuffling along.. He
was debating whether to strike or not to
strike when Mr. Bowser-observed:

“My friend, vou are a man."

“] expect I am,” was the reply.

“And as a man you are just as good as I
am. Because I happen to be better off In
this world’'s goods than you are I have no
right to look down on you.”

“Say, old man,” remarked the tromp, a3
a grin spread over his face, “unless you
are drunk you are talkin' straight from
the shoulder. 1 like to hear it."

“I am neither druck nor a snob,” con-
tinued Mr. Bowser. "I say you are a man,
born free and egual. As & man, you are
entitled to my respect, whether you are a
milllonaire or & laboring man.”

“And you don't set yourself up as beln’
above me?”’

“No, sir."

“And I'm as good as you are?’

“Just as good.”

“Shake, old man! You don’t know how
you encourage me, If I'm as good as you
are, then mebbe-mebbe—""

“Come right in and have dinner, and
after that we'll talk. There'll be no arls-
tocracy bullt up In America If a man of
my size can prevent it

“You ain't goin’ to git me in there to
give me the boot 7" asked the tramp, as he
hung back and wondered over his good
luck.

“l am going to use you as an equal,
Come along.”

The man was taken Into the basement
and the cook ordered to give him his din-
ner at the table. Bhe looked In wonder
and astonishment and demurred, but Mr
Bowser Insisted, and she reluctantly com-
plied. When the fellow had got well at
work, Mr., Bowser went up stairs to ex-
plain what he had done and what was to
follow, but Mrs. Bowser had gone to her
room. He was minded to call her down
and ask her to play the plane, but on sec-
ond thought he decided not to rush the
business too much at first. After twenty
minutes he went cown, but the tramp
was still heaving it In with knlfe and
fork. He had asked for something to
“wet it up,” and the cook had pur on a
bottle of claret, with which he was mak-
Ing free. Mr. Bowser winced a lttle, but
gave him fifteen minutes more. At the
end of that time there was still & piece of
the second loaf of breéad left, xnd it was
about ten minutes more before tne tramp
had finished. A barrel of food and a bottie
of wine had restored the gall of the
“equal” to its pristine glory, and, shoving
back from the table at last with & sigh of
contentment, he pounded on the board
with his knife and called to the gir!

“Hey. slavey, bring hither one of the old
man's perfectos and let the wrapper bLe
speckled!”

“How dare you telk that way to me?’
demanded the indignant cook.

“A perfecto, por wrestier, or gut you
go!™

Mr. Bowser heard from the head of the
stairs, and his halr begarp to rise. Run-
ning down, he sald:

“loock here, but ain't you rather sver-
doing this thing ™

“Not at all, old bisd,"” was the smiling
reply. “We are both men and equals. You
have the dough, and I'm dead broxe. it's
your business to divide. How are you
heeled for cash?™

“Tll show you how I'm heeled, #ir!
There s the door. 1 want 5o more of your
soclety™

“But you can’t turn me down thit way,
old man—oh, no! My name Is Jim the
Bticker. When I gots a good thing, I
hangs on. Don't go back on what you
sald about all men belsi’ ¢qual.”

Mr. Bowser sgaln ordered kim out, but
aa he refused to go he was taken hold of
10 be asslsted. He didn't propose to drop
the equality business without a struggle,
and there was 4 row in which the dining-
room was almost wrecked and Mr. Bowser
was badly pummeled. By the time the
cogk had brought a policeman and Mrs,
Bowser and the cat £ot down stairs

the tramp had flled his pockets wity
kunives, forks, and ‘?«u and got away,
Nothing could be 1o the man left ly-
ing on the floor on his back. He has lev.
ﬁnmummu




